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"Get me the butter out of the refrigerator, Matt," she said darkly, as 
she set the heavy pot of potatoes on the stove. He did what she asked, 
waiting for some sort of reply from her. She was silent, moving quickly 
and efficiently about the kitchen, preparing the meal. But her face was 
troubled. 
"You'll miss Jim's graduation," she finally answered, her words blunt 
and indignant. 
Matt shrugged. "l don't want to. 1 don't know, maybe I'll stay for it." 
"You won't," she replied. "You'll be gone before we're all up tomor­
row.11 
He gave a surprised laugh, "No, I won't. It'll take a few days to get 
ready." 
"What's to get ready? You've already done that, I know." 
Matt stared down at his bare feet and then at a fly that had landed on 
the rug in front of the sink and was exploring its frayed edge. He felt 
exposed and he was angry at his mother for making him feel so guilty. 
"Be sure and tell your father when he gets in," she muttered, then 
added, "You'd better let Jim know, too. You know how much he looks 
up to you." 
"You knew I'd be leaving soon. I told you a long time ago," Matt said 
apologetically. 
"I know you told me." His mother turned away from him, and he 
knew the conversation was over. 
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silhouetted the trees. Matt was tired of walking, and seeing the highway 
slope far down before him and up another hill even steeper made his legs 
ache with fatigue. 
Suddenly a car roared up behind him, its bright headlights blinding 
Matt as he turned to look. It swerved dangerously close to the edge of the 
road where Matt was walking, spraying him with gravel and forcing him to 
leap out of the way into a clump of bushes. Frightened, Matt watched the 
car squeal away. He heard wild laughter and someone yelled, "Right on 
his ass!" Then the car was gone, leaving only the smell of exhaust fumes. 
Matt had suddenly lost his desire to hitch a ride with anyone, if this 
was an example. The thought of walking one hundred and twenty miles 
didn't appeal to him, either. A terrible feeling of aloneness swept over him 
and Matt wished he was back home in bed rather than on this forsaken 
highway. 
He started thinking about what Jim had said. He remembered how 
his dad had depended on him so heavily when he had the wreck three 
years ago, and how Matt had taken on more and more responsibility. Yet 
at one time they encouraged him when he told them that he had hopes of 
becoming a pilot and going to school, and all his other dreams. But they 
were getting a good price for the crops then, and the drought hadn't hit 
yet. After that things changed, and a lot of dreams died. 
The sun was radiant orange, and Matt looked out across the sloping 
hills, and at the trees that were just becoming tinted with autumn colors. 
Beside him was a deep ravine and Matt stopped and tossed a large rock 
over the railing, listening to it rip through the leaves and land with a thud 
on the bottom. Before him the big hill stretched up and Matt suddenly had 
no desire to follow the highway to Rolinston, over a hundred miles away. 
Maybe his dad was right. They did need his help on the farm. especially 
now that Gramps was getting too old for the work. Maybe he could go to 
school later. Was there any crime in waiting? 
Matt crossed the highway and began walking back toward home. A 
sudden thought made him grin. He remembered he had to fix the front 
screen door. 
